j         A MODERN COMIiDY
"Hard on a poet."
"Not at all, Poetry's only possible \vlieii yon may be
blown up at any moment, or when j on live in Putney,"
Sir Lawrence's eyebrow rose, "Yes?11
"Tennyson, Browning, Wordsworth, ihiinlnirnc-tlny
could turn it out; it mient, mis ii fnC
" Is there not a third condition favourable ?"
"And that, sir?"
" How shall I express it-a certain cerebral agitation in
connection with women?"
Desert's face twitched, and seemed to darken,
Michael put his latchkey into the luck of his from Joor,